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of course, this is a cause of anxiety; but to attempt
to write it in this last distracted week would prob-
ably be vain, and all I do is to re-read Emerson,
and to consider what other people I may take in
connexion with him. I have a strong sense of his
value, which I am glad to say has deepened instead
of diminishing on re-reading him. I always found
him of more use than Carlyle, and I now think so
more than ever. I should like to slip away from
New York and see Concord, and the grave where
Emerson is buried, and Boston Bay, all by myself,
and then to write my lecture with this local im-
pression fresh upon me. A Mr. Clarence King, a
charming man, tells me his mother has a villa at
Newport, where I can go and be entirely free for a
t week, and enjoy the last of the autumn, while at
the same time composing my Emerson; but I fear
I shall not be allowed to make these disappear-
ances. Letters come pouring in, and I feel sure
that Flu and Lucy will have a very interesting
time. The kindness of people is wonderful. . . .
We have had Mr. Nadal down for a night; he
made himself very pleasant. He is not in the least
" spread eagle," but yet he declares that he prefers
the American landscape to the English. This gives
me a new interest about it, as it must evidently
have some feature in it which I am sure to find. I
had fancied it quite monotonous. But how absurd
to think that any landscape can be quite monoto-
nous. If you see the new edition of Literature and
Dogma, you will like what I have said of Lord
Shaftesbury, in leaving out the too famous illustra-